Rocco & Lou,who teaches at Temple—poetry or 
some such shit 


-I’d like to Know ten-percent of what goes 
on in this disgusting administration. 


-Patience!—not,though,an Italian virtue. 
-We have a choice? 


-Just a little while longer and they’Ll be 
clawing past each other for book deals. 


-So what? 


-You’ll get to Know more. Some will expand 
on the lying,carrying it forth past epic 
Stature. Others might ride their yachts 
through golden swaths of truth and beauty! 
Ah,”I’m mad to come in contact with it!”- 
Whitman. 


-What’d they teach you at Yale or whatever 
faggot place you went to? There’s a 
terrific flaw in your di-...whatcallit? 


-chotomy. Dichotomy. I like that,Rocco! 
But what is it? 


-They won’t be able to tell the difference. 
-Which will put us where we are now? 


-Nah! Nothin could be that awful. I’m goin 
to Saint Rita’s. There’s nothin left! 


-Can’t ever be that desperate! 


-Y’know. Sal D’Agostino been Republican 
chair of this ward forever. But I tell him 
last week “Don’t come around here excusing 
this lousy boxcar of cocksuckers.” 


-Leave the poetry to me! It’s all I got! 


